46              THE EARTH BEING TROUBLED

too, in the strange story of his earthly visitation. There he
stayed for a while in his wanderings with Harriet, and there
his servant was sent to prison for too admiring assiduity in the
distribution of his master's prophetic seditions. We can re-
joice that Watersmeet touched other Shelleyan chords which
suffered no hardening from the animosities of politics.

It is another incident in Coleridgeana that carries us back
across the two moors to the south again. In the house of
George Coleridge, brother of S. T. C., there lived, while he
attended school at Ottery, Richard Hurrell Froude, talented
brother of that James Anthony whose historical inaccuracies
may bother all tastes that cannot be moved by the pictures of
the past his vivid mind evoked. J. A. Froude's art in colouring
and symmetrical design was employed in generous measure
in the story of Devon worthies; and he, who loved his county
so, would have blessed the work of the National Trust in
saving the noble headlands that guard his Salcornbe. Froude
and his heroes bring to mind another panegyrist, one John
Prince, whose pleasant labours at Berry Pomeroy in the
seventeenth century resulted in a gossipy Worthies of Devon,
ancestor of a large progeny of county celebrations, at their
head the graceful and learned Biographia Borealis, in which
Hartley Coleridge, that fey genius of Devon stock, praises
famous men of Yorkshire in essays that make modern esca-
pades in psychological biography look pale and wan.

These literary considerations do not come into the book
that has provoked them, but they are pertinent to its designs.
Devon has not yet suffered as some counties have; but there
are ominous signs of the despoiler. If inevitable change is not
directed by the thoughtful plans outlined in this book, every-
thing that makes Devon of joyous meaning will pass. It is not
industrialism alone that now plays Caliban to the rural ArieL
Some kind of fever in the blood, speed and jazz among its
symptoms, presages destruction. The earth has its rights and
cannot be degraded and mutilated without a decline in the
humanities. Careless of future fame, we are making strange